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The Play of 

I haue togeather with my pra£tize,made famyliar. 

To me and to my ay de,the bleft infu fions that d wels 
In V egetiues,in Mettals, Stones : and can fpeake of the 
Difturbances that Nature works, and ofher cures ; 
whichdoth giueme amore content in courfe of true delight 

Then to bethirfty after tottering honour, or 
Tie my pleafurevp in filken Baggcs, 

To pleafetheFoole and Death. 

2.Gent. Your honour has through Ephefus , 

Poured foorth your charide,and hundreds call therafelues. 
Your Creatures; who by you,haue been reftored ; 

And not your knowledge,yourperfonall payne. 

But euen your Purfc ftill open, hath built Lord Cerimon. 
Such ftrong renowne,as time (hall neucr. 

Enter two or three with a Chift . 

I Sera. So, lift there. 

Cer. What’s that? 

Ser. Sir, euen now did the fea tofTe vp vpon our fliore 
This Chift ; tis offome wracke. 

Cer. Set’t downe, let’s lookc vpon’t. 

2.Cjtnt, T'is like a Coffin, fir. 

0 * ’• What creit be,t’is woondrous hcauie; 

Wrench it open ftraight : 

If the Seas ftomackc be orecharg’d with Gold, 

T’is a good conftraint of Fortune it belches vpon vs. 

2.Cjent . T’is fo, my Lord. 

Cer. How clofe tis caulkt & bottomed,did the fea caft it vp? 
Ser. I ncuer faw fo huge a billo w fir,as toft it vpon fhore, 
Cer. Wrench it open foft;it finels moft fweetly inmy fenfe. 
2 .Cjcnt. A delicate Odour. 

Cer. Aseuerhitmynoftrill:fo,vpwithit. 

Oh you moft potent Gods / what’s here,a Corfe? 

2.Gent. Moftftrange. 

Cer. Shrowded in Cloth of ftate,balmcd and entreafured 
with full bagges of Spices, a Pafport to tsi polio, perfeft mee 
in the Chara&ers : 
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Pericles Prince of Tyre, 

Heere 1 glut to vnderftand, 

If ere this Ccjfin driues aland ; 

/ King Pericles haue loft 
T hts Queenejtvorth all our mundaine Soft t 
Who finds her,gtue her burying. 

She was the Daughter of a King: 

He ft des, this T reafure fora fee , 

The (feds rrejutt his charitie. 

If thou liueft Terieles, thou haft a heart, 

That euer cracks for woe, this chaunc’d to nio-he. 

2. Gent. Moft likely fir. 

f>.Nay certainely to night,forlookehow ffelh fhelooks 
They were too rough, tha t threw her in the fea. 

Make a Fire within; fetch hither all my Boxes in my Clofet, 
Death may vfurpe on Nature many howers,and yet 
The fire oflife kindle againe thcore-preft fpirits : 

I heard of an Egtpttan that had p.howers lien dead. 

Who was by good applyauncc recouered. 

Enter one with Napkins and Fire. 

Well fay d, well fayd ; the fire and clothes : the rou°fi and 
Wofull Mufick that we haue, caufeit to found befeech yon; 
The Violl once more ; how thou ftirr’ft thou blocke? 

The Muficke there : I pray you giue her ay re ; 

Gentlemen, this Queenewill liuc, 

Nature awakes a warmth breath out ofher; 

She hath not been entranc’d aboue fiue howers r 
See how fhe ginnes to blow into lifes flower againe. 

/ Xjent. The Heauens, through you,encreafe our wonder,. 
And fets vp your fame for euer. 

Cer . She is aliue,behoId her ey -lids, 

Cafes to thofcheauenly iewels which Pericles hath loft 
Begin to part their fringes of bright gold, 

The Diamonds of a moft prayfed water doth appeare. 

To make the world twife rich, liuc, and make vs weepe. 

T o hcare your fate/aire creature, rare as you feeme to bee; 
Shee wanes. 

That. O deare Diana, where am I j where’s my Lord? 
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